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Flee 


Panic. If there was one thing Tarja couldn't handle, it was panic. She couldn't stay calm and think about a way 
to solve the problem, she had had her own solution for every single problem. She fled She ran away as fast 
as she could, hoping the demons of the problems wouldn't find her. As long as she kept running, everything 


would be okay. 
So she ran, out of the bar, away from her, away from everything. 


Even though the heath of the hot liquid had been warming her hands, Tarja had never felt so cold. Every inch 
of her body hurt and there was only one person who might be able to take away, the person that was the 
cause of all of this. She couldn't understand a single thing of the conversations around her, had no idea of 
what the signs around her said. Almost an hour had passed since she entered the small bar in the center of 


Amsterdam and she just wanted to go home, if only she had one. 


In just a week her life had gone from rather normal to a huge mess. A week ago she sat home next to her 
husband, their daughter in her arms in their house in Argentina. Now Tarja sat in a bar thousands of 


kilometers from what she'd called home, waiting for someone all on her own with a coffee that had gotten cold. 


She looked up when someone sat down in front of her and for just one moment she forget every problem she 
had before the pain returned ten times stronger. She was desperate and hopeful at the same time while her 
body was unable to decide which one was stronger. Worry was written all over the brown eyes that were 
looking at her and Tarja felt her heart clench again. 

‘| didn't know you were in the country: 

The woman's voice sent shivers down her spine and for a second she was sure this was the wrong decision 
Her heart was beating faster and she felt it in every part of her body, but not the way she wished for. 
Whenever she saw Sharon she felt tingles all the way down her toes, but no it did nothing but hurt. 

‘| arrived two hours ago: 

‘Tarja, are you okay? Did you just fly to the Netherlands to talk to me?" 

‘Marcelo left me: 

There fell a silence between them, the same silence that had hung around Tarja ever since her husband walked 
out of the front door to never come back. The Finnish woman looked down at her cold coffee, still hoping it 
would give her the answers she was looking for. A warm hand embraced hers and those loving brown eyes 
met hers as she looked up. 

‘What happened? 

‘| told him | have feelings for someone else: 

‘Geez, Tarja.. Have you told this man you fell for? Is he Dutch and is that why you're here? 

‘No! Tarja answered while shaking her head as she looked down. ‘| can't tell her" 


‘Her... Wow, okay, this is a lot of new information. Eh.. Why can't you tell her? 


‘She has a family: Tarja sighed. ‘She has a boyfriend, she has kids. She's happy and | can't ruin that, but... God | 


just love you so much: 

‘Me..2 

It was only when Sharon's shocked voice spoke that one word that Tarja realized what she'd said. She hadn't 
planned on telling her, not now, but it had slipped before she could stop it. Just when she thought the pain 
couldn't get worse, she felt her heart falling apart as she saw the way Sharon was looking at her. This was it, 


this was the end. She had lost her husband, her home and now she was losing one of her best friends. 


‘|. Im sorry Tarja, but.. Where are you going? 


And that was the moment panic had risen and she started to flee again Out of the bar, away from her, away 
from everything, that was her goal. The cold air of Amsterdam hit her when she pushed open the door and in 
just a few seconds her face had gone numb. She liked the state of her cold skin that was almost unable to feel 
anything, she barely even felt the tears that slowly made their way down her face. If only her entire body 
could go numb until the pain had faded. 

‘Tar... 


She froze. This was not how it was supposed to happen. She fled, Sharon shouldn't be there, she wasn't 
supposed to follow her. And yet she did. 


‘Are you mad at me? 

‘No, | just don't want you to see me cry’ 

Her words had the opposite effect since she broke down while saying the last word. Sharon wrapped her arms 
around her and her sobs got muffled as she buried her face in the crook of the Dutch woman's neck. Softly 

Sharon stroke her back and it were those small gestures that had made her fall in love with her in the first 
place. 

l'm sorry, my life is just one big mess right now: 


‘ts okay! Sharon assured her. ‘What are you going to do now? Do you have a place to stay? 


‘tm going back to Finland with Naomi next week. I'm staying here in a hotel so | can think about everything 
before | face my parents: 


‘If there's anything | can do for you, let me know, okay? Tarja nodded before pulling back and looking at the 


other woman with pleading eyes. 

‘Just, don't walk away from me? Please? 

‘| promise: 

‘| should go now.. | can't leave Naomi in that daycare for much longer: 
‘Okay... Promise me you won't do anything stupid’ 

‘Im afraid it's already too late for that: 


She weakly smiled at Sharon one last time before turning around and walking away. Cars passed her with every 


one she wondered if she should had jumped in front of her. All the pain at once, and then never again. It 


sounded wonderful and so tempting, but she knew Sharon was still staring at her. As long as Sharon was there, 


she wasn't going to flee, not this time. 


